The Saint of Mantralaya-11____________481

'Yes, please/ I said and narrated to him everything
that had happened.

'Even if you had left by noon yesterday, you could
not have had darshan on the hills till this morning, after
which only you could have left for Chennai'.

'Yes, it is true please.'

'Can you not afford to set apart another half a day.for
your mother's sake?'

'Yes, it could be done, but we have already bought
tickets for Chennai.'

'Oh, it does not matter; when we reach the station,
can you alone get down and accompany me?'

'Oh, surely. By the by, what are you please, if I am
not inquisitive?'

'I am a doctor.'

'Whereat?'

'My job is on the hills and my name is Balaji.'

'Sir, are you working on the hills that is the abode of
Balaji?'

'Yes, that is the place...'

We both were conversing in English and lost count of
time, when the train came to a jerking halt. And when I
looked out, it was the Renigunta station!

I then told my family members and my friend that I
would come in a few minutes and got down from the
train, with the person who had become acqauinted with
me. I followed him, as beckoned by him.